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 bravely.

b gham woon you'll take me

- "Su thing you know!"

Little RWiller

Author of
“A House-Boat on the Styx,”
“The Idiot,” ete.

(Copyvight, The Frank A. Muuney Co.)

E was only o little bit of
of a chap, and so, when
for the first time in his
life he came Into close
contact with the endiess
current of human things,
4 It waa as hard for him
3 9 to “stay put” as for somo
wayward little atom of
flotsam and jetsam to keep from tows-
Ing about in the surging tides of the
[N

His mother had left him there in
the blg toy shop, with instructions
not to move untfl ghe came back,
while she went off to do some mys-
terious errand. She thought, no
doubt, that with so many beautiful
things on every side to delight his
eve and hold his attention, strict
obedlence to her commands would not
be hard, PBut, alas, the good Ilndy
reckoned not wupon the magnetie
power of atirnction of all those lovely
objects In detall.

When a phonograph at tha other
end of the shop began to ratile off
melodious tunes and funny jokes, In
spite of the instruction Little Blllee
had received, off he pattered as fast
ae hig little legs would earry him to

fnvestigate. After that, forgetful of
everything else, findipg himselt
caught in the constantly moving

stream of Christmas shoppers, he was
borne along In the resigtless current
untll he found himself at last out up-
on the street—alone, fres, and inde-
pendent,

It was great fun, at first. Ty and
by, however, the afternoon waned, and
little Billee began to grow tired. He
thought of his mamma, and tried to
find the shop where ha had promised
fo remaln quiet until her return. Up
and down the street he wandered until
his little legs grew weary; but there
was no slgn of the shop, nor of the
beloved face he was secking.

Once again, and yet once again
after that, did the little fellow tra-
venf that crowded highway, his
tos 4 getting harder and harder to
eep back, and then—joy of joys—
*hom should he see walking slowly
long the sidewalk but Santa Claus

imself! The saint was strangely
scorated with two qgueerlooking

ards, with big red letters on them,
ung over bis back and chest.

With a glad cry of happiness, Little

illle ran to meet the old fellow, and

it his hand gently into that of the

/int. He thought it very strange

at Banta Claus's hand should be so

4 and cold and rough, and &0

apped; but he was not In any mood
be critical

Janta Claus, of course, would rec-
Alze him at onece, and would know
t how

to take him buck to his

His Mother Had Left Him There In
the Toy-Shep.

mammu at bome—wherever that might
be. Little Blllee had never thought to
foguire just where home waz. All
he knew was that it was a blg gray
#tone house on a long street some-
where, with a tall fron ralling In front
of it, not far from the park.

“Howdldoo, Mr. Banta Claus?" said
Little Billee, as the other's hand un:
eonsclously tightened over his own.

“Why, Fowdidoo, kiddie?" replied
the old fellow, glancing down at his
new-found friend, with surprise glenm-
fug from his deepset oyes. “Where
did you drop from?”

“Oh, I'm out” sald Little HBilloe
"My mama left me a little
while ngo while she went off absut
something, and 1 guess 1 got losted.
‘But it's all right now, I'm found aguis,
ain't 17" ’ :

“Ob, yes, Indeedy. you're found all

kiddie,” Santa Claus agreed.

won't vou?" wmald the

. an-
sred Santa Claus, looking down up-
: but tired Mttle face with

ifng smile. “Whera do you

you din't koow that!" eried

| _',“,‘Nﬁ‘;'!"-".'; O g U

oy — -

("What are  you we
s Akt . "B'ﬂ“

| W Ko

If the 1ad had looked closely anough,
e would have scen a very unhappy
look come into the old man's face;
but there was n®thing of it In his
ANAWer. :

“Oh, those aré my new-fangled
back and chest protectors, my lad,”
he replied. “Sometimes we have bit-
ter winds blowing at Christmas, and
I have to be rendy for them, It would:
n't do for Santa Claus to come down
with the sneezes at Christmas tYme,
you know—no, sirea! This board In
front keeps the wind off my chest, and
the ona behind keeps me from get
ting” rhoumntism In my back. They
are a great protection agninst the
wenther ™

“You've got letters printed there
sald the boy, peering around In front
of his companion. “What do they
8pall? You know 1 haven't learned
to read yet"

" ‘Merry Christimas to Everybody!" "
sald Santa Claus. "1 have the words
printed there so that everybody can
see them; and If I miss wishing any-
body & merry Christmas, he'll know
I meant it just the samé.”

They walked on now In sllence, Tor
Little Bllles was beginning to fecl al:
most too tired to talk, and Santa Claus
seemed to be thinking of something
elae, Floally, however, the little fel
low spoke.

"I guess I'd Hke to go home now,
Mr. S8anta Claus,” he sald. “I'm tired,
and I'm afrald my mamma will be
wondering where I've gone to”

"That's so, my lltle man,”
Sante Claus, stopping short in
wilk up and down the block
mother will be worrled, for o fact] |
and your f(ather, too—I1 know hnw|
I'd feal If my little boy got losted and |
hadn’t ¢come home st dinner time,
don't belleve you kunow where _\'mIJ
live, though—now, honest! Come!
Fess up, Billee, you don't know |
where you live, do yon?" |

“Why, ves, 1 do)" said Little Billes. I
“IUs In the blg gray stone house with
the iron fence in front of It, near the
park.”

“0Oh, that's eagy enough!™ laughel
SBanta Claus nervously., “Anybody
could say he lived In a gray astone!
house with a fence around it, near
the park: but you don't know what
gtreet it's on, nor the number, elther
't bet fourteen wooden glraffes
agalnet a monkey on a stlek!"™

“No, | don't,” sald Little Billee
frankly; "but T know the number of
our ortymobile, It's—'N. Y.'"

“Fine!” laughed Santa Clags, Then
he reflested for a moment, eyelng the
child anxionsly.

“l don't belleve you even
your papa's name”™ he sald,

“Yes, 1 do,” sald Little Billee indlg
nantly., “Hig pame ft& Mr. Harrigon,
and he owns n bank."

“Splendld! Made of tin, | suppose.
with n nlce little hole at the top to
drop pennies Into?” sald Santa Claus.

“No, It ain't, elther!™ retortéd LIt
tle Afllee. “It's made of stone, and
has more than a milllon windows In
it. I went down there with my mammi
to papa’s office the other day, go 1
guees | ought 1o know.*™

“Well, 1 should say so.,” sald Santa
Claus. “"Nobody better. Ry the way,
Dilles, whot does your mamma enll
your papa? ‘Dillee” like you? he
added.

“Oh, no, indeed,” returned Little
Hillee. "“She calls him papa, except
once in n while when he's going away,
and then she eays, 'Good-by, Tom.'"”

“Flue again!™ sald Santa Clans,
blowing upon his fingers, for, now
that the son had completely disap-
peared over In the west, It was get-
ting very cold. *“Thomas Harrizon,
banker,” he mutteréd to  himsell.
“What, with the telephone book and
the cly directory, 1 guess we can find
our way home with Little Billes.”

He led the litle fellow into a pub-
lie telephone station, where he eager-
I¥ scanned the names in the book. At
lagt last It was found—"Thomas Ilar-
rigon, seven-sixfive-four Ploza”™ And
then, in the seclugion of the tele-
phone booth, Santa Claus sent the
gluddest of all Christmae meseages
over the wire to two distracted par
ents:

“I have found your boy wandering
Jn the street, He f8 safe, and 1 will
bring bim home right away.”

Claus?" he

eafd
s |
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Fifteen minutes later, there might
have been seen the strange speclacle
of a footsore Santa Claus leading a
sleepy little boy up Fifth avenue to a
cross street, which shall be nameless.
The boy valuly endeavorad to per
sunde Wia companion te “come In and
meet mamma,'”

“No, Billee,” the old man replied
sndly, 1 must hurry back. You see.
kiddie, this s my busy day."

But it was not to be as Santa Claus
willed, for Little Billee's papa, and
iils mamma, and bis brothers and sis-
ters, and the butler and the house-
malds were waiting at the front door
when they arrived.

Led by Little Blllee's persistent fa-
ther, Santa Claus went into the house.
Now that the boy could ses him in the
full glure of many electrie lights, his
furs did not seem the most gorgeons
things In the world. When the flap-
ping front of his red jacket flew apen,
the child was surprised to pee how
ragged waa the thin gray cont it cov.
ered; and as for the good old salot's
comfortable stomach—strange to say,
it was not!

“I—1 wish you all a merry Christ-
faltered Santa Claus; "but 1
really must be going, slr—"

“Nonsense!" orled Mr. Harrison.
“Not until you have got rid of this
chill, and—"

“1 can’t stay, sir,” sald Santa. "I'N
lone my job if [ do.”
“Well, what If you do? I'll give

you & better one,” said the banker.

“1 can't—1] can't!" faltered the man,
“lI—I—1've got a Little Billee of my
own &t home waitin' for me, sir. 1f 1
hadn't.” he added fercely. “do you
suppose I'd be doin’ this? He point-
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for ‘Spain Gl and 1 g o 2
‘he still has a hard night

aliead of
[ him, James had better ring tip Henry
and tell him to bring the car around
right away, so that wo may take him
back—to his little bay. We'll have to
lend him a for coat, to keep the wind
Off, tod, for It 1a a bitter night.”

“Oh,” sald Little Billee, “I haven't
told yon about theso boards he wears
He has ‘em to keap the wind off, and
they're fine, papa!” Little Bllles
pointed to the two sign-boards which
Santa Claus had leaned agninst the
wall. “He says he uses ‘em on cold
nights,” the lad went on. “They have
writlng on ‘em, too. Do you know
what it says?™

“Yes," enfd Mr. Harrlgon, glancing
at the boards. “It says ‘If You Want
f Good Christmas Dinner for a Quar
ter, Go to Bmithson's Cafe)™

Little Billee roared with laughter.

“Papa’s trylng to fool me, Just as
you did when yon pretended not to
know wheras 1 lived, Santa Claus,™ he
sald, looking up Into the old fellow's
face, his own countenance brimming
over with mirth. “You mustn‘t (hink
he can’t read, though,” the lad added

hastily. “He's only joking™
“Oh;, wno, Indeed, I shouldn't have
thought that,” replied Santa Clans,

smillng through his tearn,
“I'vet been Joking, have 17" eald LA
tle Rillee's papa. “Well then, Mr.

Billlam, suppose you fuform nie what
it says.*

“Merry Christnins to Everyvbody,'”™
suld Little Rlllee proudly. "1 coulde't
read It mysell, but he told me what it
Rraid,

He hps 1t printed there go that

-
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“What Are You Wearing Those Boarris
for, Mr. Santa Claus?

It he misses saying it 1o anybody.
thev'll hknow he means [t Just thea
same."

"By Jove, Mr. Santa Claus,” cried

Little Billee's papa, grisping the old
man warmly by the hand, "1 owe you
ten millfon apologies! 1 haven't he-
Heved In you for many a long year
but now, =ir. 1 take it all back. You
do exist, and, by the great horn spoon,

vou are the real thing!

Littie Billee had the satisfnction of
acting as host to Sanla Clans at a
pood, luselons dinner. which Santa
Claus must have enloyed very much.
After dinner Henry came with the au-
tomoblle, and, bidding everybody good
night, Santa Claus and Little Biilee's
papa went out of the house together

Christmas morning dawned, and Lit
tle  Rillee awoke (fom wounderivl
drenms of rich glfts, and of extraordi-
nary adventures with his new-found
friend, to find the reality quite as
pplendid as the dream things.

Ag tor Santa Claus, Little Billee has
not seen him ugain, bat down st his
father's bank there Is a new messenger,
named John, who hins o volee so ke
Santn Claus' voice that whenever Lit-
tle Billee goes down there {n the mo-
tor to ride bome at night with his
papn, he runs Into the bank and has
a long talk with hlm, just for the
plensure of pretending that it Is Santa
Clnus he s talking to.

How She Counted Success.

After Jenny Lind had left the stags
for no apparent reason, a friend who
went to see her fouud her sittiog by
the sea, with an open Hible upon hes
knee, looking out on the sunset glory.
During the conversation the friend
sald: “Madame Goldschmidl, how fa
it that you ever came to abandon th
stuge ot the very helght of your suc-
cess, when money and aflluence weare
pouring In upon you?" Laying onw
hand upon the PBible, and polnting
with the other (o the pupset, she
quletly sald: “When my Buccess was
making me every day think less of this
dear book, and nothing at all of the
sunset's glorles, what else could |
do?™  “The Swedlsh Nightingale"
counted her success by losses [nstead
of gaina. This difference I8 always
peen boetwesn the wordling and the
Christian.—Record of Christian Work.

Phlilesophy of Amusement.

Amugement! What form of amim=
ment must you give up if you beconn
a Christian? No amusement that is
a regreation. That must be your phfl
osophy of amusement—Recreation,
Anything that destroys you, spirit,
mind and body, of course, you muat
glve up, because Jesus I8 set upen
makiog you perfect and baautiful, and
he will not tolerate o retention of any-
thing that stultifies yop physically, or
dulls you mentally, or blights youu
spiritually~Dr. Campbell Morgan.

True Meaning of Salvation,
Halvation is nol the petty conception
of personal safety from some faroff
doom. It I8 the saviog of the whole
man: it I8 the domination of the
higher nuture over the lower; it is the
ducation of the spiritual, the develop
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Right Christmas
Attitude

EWARE of uttering pes-
simistic and cynical re-
marks about Chnstmas and
Christmas joys. If only from
motives of vanity, aﬂslain
from grumbling during the
festive season, for nothing
so surely fixes a person’s age
as disagreeable remarks about
the utter futility and absurd-
ity of keeping Christmas.
However well preserved, how-
ever free from gray hair,
wrinkles and other distressing
marks of devouring Time, be
quite sure that your Chnist-
mas attitude will not give you
away. ‘‘Heigho for the holly!
This life is most jolly!"™ is
the correct attitude. It is the
attitude of the child, and at
Christmas time the immortal
child which lurks in every
human being wakes to life
if we do not frighten it and
allow it to creep back to its

e

-

hiding place for want of en-
couragement, Grumpy, dis-
agreeable le naturally do
not like Chnstmas, because

it shows them up.

5

KINDHEARTED.

“Are you golug to hang up your
stocking on Christmas eve? asked
the boy's uncle, patronfzingly.

"1 suppose so,” answered the boy,
#till more patronizingly. “Father and
mother seem to expect that sort of
thing, and it would be & pity to dis
appoint them.”

Couldn't Have.
I bet you didn't bhave a
good time at your Christmas party
yesterday” tmunted Billy.

“1 bet 1 did.” answered little Eddle.

"Hul!

“Aw, go 'way. Why ain't you slek
today, If you dia?”’
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CUSTOM OF GIVING IS OLD

Popular Practice Associated With
Christmas Ancient as Rome's
Seven Hills.

When Cnligula, at the Rompn Ka
lends preceding the New Year, real
ired that Bie dsughter whsg going to
be mwarried while, to all intents and
purposes, he was broke, although he
was running the grest Roman emplre,
he gent out word that, If his country.
moen were going to send him gifts that
year, they might as well make their
gifte cush to help him provide her with
A proper dowry., Next dayv he hnd to
wade through hills of gold at his pa)

tice door

Our Christimas giving, as a custom
fs as old as Rome's seven hille. The
old Romans used to start In with their
Saturnnlia, and a few days luter, at
January 1, they dashed Jubllantly into
the Kalends. 1t was the season for
feasting and merrymaking with pro
fuse and universal generosity thrown
In for good meagure

In the homes of the wealthy luxu-
rious abundance prevalled; In  the
dwellings of the poor there was al
wuys some siriving for the makings
of a feast, All that was connected
with toll was abandoned; even the
children didn’t have to go to school
The very slaves were permitted to for
get thelr thralldom. From end to end
of the vast empire people vied with
one another in giving presents, and
the very migers were expected then
to open thelr coffers and remember

! that money wus made 10 be spent, not

hoarded,
So thore, In anclent Rome, were all
the popular makings of our own

Christinas season, right down to the
school holldaye,

FESTIVAL FOR THE YOUNG

Opportunity of Christmas of Bringing
Happiness to Children Should Not
Be Passed By.
Chiristmas, the celebration of the
birthday of the Divine Child, l& pe-
cullarly the children's festival, And
while it cannot, too, but be a time.of
special rejoleing among grown-ups, we
reallze after all, that It has no other
charm to compare with the pleasure
we take in some kiddy's delight over
the doll or drum or pieture book that
our speciel Santa Clsus has brought

him,

This r’mmrmnity of making some
child's Christmas one of surpassing
Joy, of which he will carry a graclous
and ennobling memory into after lfe,
yoare, it may be, after our direet in-
fluence for good or evil will have
ceased forever—this opportunity of
giving pleasire s one of the best
that life has to offér us. And per
hups the greatost opportunity is his

who in place of home times, has the,

wide, gray world of homeless, loveless,
unhappy childhood from which to
choose the most needy reciplent of his
Chrigtmus glving The chances of
giving happiness in this way are so
many, the means so simple, and the
deed [tself so worthy, that np one of
ug should let the searon pass unlm-
proved,

Near-Useful Xmas Gifta.
Burnt wood pipe racks.
Hand paloted neckties,
Fancy pen wipers.

Sllver mateh gafen.
Orn’:mnul eollar ‘boxes.
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WILBUR DAESBIT

Dll.\‘"l‘ faugh: But sliv guve me CIEArS,
Seleated the things by Hieir color=—
They came out in one of those Jars-
I think thay were called the “Maud
Mutlor."”
I'se read nll thiss gift-clgnr jokes
I ktow 1 mpst resdd thean hareafter;
Plepge witht for the plady for the laugh
ter
Don't smile! Bul she
LG
I knaw how alie 1nlked to thoe dealer—
She looked ur cach box on the shelf
At apoke of the wrapper e “peeler

bought 1w her

0. beautiful-looking wire they -
1 think they were called the "Mavd
Muller."
Of courde you think now of Ley
Unless, us 1 was, you are duller

Don't grin! They wore glit and red bands,
And really laoked quile ariisiic
Bhe saye that phe now understunds
Why wsmoking has charme  that
mystie.
Bhe says that it's cheering to see
How much us I simoke | enjoy them,
I know you aure choking with gloe
And fhink that § wished 1o destre?
them,

Now, walt! Well, T sat down and smaoked:
Bhe placed the avh tray en the table;
I ehuekidd and subely 1 Joked
“Mpud  Muller," yor Know
labw),
Woell. talk of your jJokes on elgars!
1 snid you might luugh whan 1I'd ended
These came oul In one of thone Jurs—
And, honestly. now, they wore wpondid

was  the

Satisfied. .
He was a poor man bul a contented

one. Santa Claus eame to bim and
sald: .
“What do you want, my friend?"
“Nothipg.” he repiled, with becom:
ing modesty, which ke Woped wonld
be rewarded,
And Santa Cleus was so pleased
that he gave It to him and passed on,

HE was a fralllooking !
porting for over throe years,
since her mother died, and
was tired now, a8 #she
walked through the streel
crowded with shopgirls Hke
harself.

Listlessly, In ordor for m
minute to avold the onrush
of hurrylsg humans, she
| punsed before a shop win-
dow where antiques of all
kinds were grouped attrac-
tively.

There was little In the
X window to Interest & mite
o of a girl earnlug o paliry $6
n week, yet of a sudden her
eyes, & moment before so
tired, lighted excitedly, and
JL » casual observer might
J have notlced how exquisite-

S |y beautiful they were. The

= lired line of her mouth also

S i relaxed, and hopefully she

| stepped closer to the plate
glass and pecred for a long,

concentrated moment at a
gilver tea caddy of quaint design.
After a second’s hesitatlon sha opened
the door and walked bruvely into the
Httle shop

“The tea caddy? she peked of the
womusn who greeted her Inguiringly.
“How much ls 113

“The little sllver one?™ The woman
lonked her surprise, as she noted the
shabby blnek cont and much-worn
skirt. “You wanted to buy t?" she
asked kindly, for something in the
girl's eyos made her know ghe was fn
earnest. “It 1s 35"

“Twenty-five dollnra?!® _the - girl
gasped, and as suddenly as (& had
come the brightness left her eyes.
“Twentyfive,” she repented. “I'm
afrald | conld never afford thut,” She
pripped her pay envelope firmly and,
turning, walked out of the shop.

In her tiny roem, as she cooked her
menager dinner over the gag plate, and
lator, when lyving wide awake in her
narrow bed, she thought of the beau-
tiful ten enddy., She thought until it
became a cherished idenl, vented with
wonderful scenes among the great
people of the world.

The following doy she neglected her
Iunch, and hurried to the ghop to once
more view the wonderfu! caddy.

When she entered the woman greet-
ed her warmly, for the expression in
her eves had proved baunting to the
woman all the past night,

“Ind wou renlly want to hdy the
catddy ?™ she nsked, as sho bhanded it
tn the girl, “for if you do—"

“1 must buy it.,” she interrupted, as
she ok It reverently in her two
hands, “but T can’t pay the money all
at once,” She hesitated.

“How much could you pay? The
woman suddenly understood the girl's

wead, and a grest Kindness came to

her. “Perhsps we could come to
terms.”

“I have $2 that I have saved, and |
think I can spare 60 cents each week.
1 only make £4," she added, apologet
leally.

“Six dollars!”™ the woman gasped,
as the enormity of the girl's project
came to her. “You may have it st
your own terms,” she sald impulzively.

“On!"™ For a moment the girl held
it to her breast. then she handed the
money without vegret to thea woman.

In the deys that followed the woman
became very fond of the girl, for she
cime often to gaze with awe upon the
gllver eaddy of qualnt design, and In
the short visits the womnn learned
to know what a differénce an ideal
can make In & Ule, In wateching the
girl’s love for the thing that kept ber
pocrer than ehe need have been the
woman found her own life broadening.

On Christinas eve o young man pers
slstently tried to buy the eaddy, until
the womuan fOnally told him the story
of its sule. He listened in wonder,
and then nsked for the name of the
girl, who seemed o grent n marvel
that he wanted bis mother to ses and
help her,

The zame evening, after the young
man had left, the girl made her final
payment, and with a wild joy throb-
bing in her heart carried the tea
caddy home, and with it a beautiful
bunch of holly, a festive touch from
the woman,

She had plnched hard to save the
60 c¢ents each week, but her reward
was great, and worth the happiness
the ideal had alwuys given her,

It was ngaln Christmas eve, and &
dainty woman, wrapped in a soft fur
coat, opened the door of the little
shop, and with extended hand came to
the woman. “Merry Chrlemas!" she
exclaimed, "Don't you remember me?"

In the deep, winsome eyos there was
somoething familiar, and suddenly the
woman threw her arms about the girl;

and peering over her head espled the b

mAan,

“We have just been married.” he ex-
plained. “My wmother found her for
me, and we wanted to come to thank
you for what you have done” :

“l have missed your example so."
The woman held her very close, lnugh-
Ing =oftly through her tears. for thay
were suddonly all so happy, and 1%
wns Christmas, for culside mutp
bells were ringing.

Eggless Beof Loaf. '
Blend together two pounds of mincsd

raw beef, one large bhandful of molets
ened bread ecrumbs, one small m g

onlon, one teaspoonful of pepper, one

i)
glrl, who bhad been solfsup
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